
"Kmbo. Was eoer Orphancts had a dearer Ioffe 
X)n. Was eder mother had a dearer lode? 

Alas, I am the mother ofthefe mones. 

Their woes are parceld,mine are generall: 

She for Edward w'eepes,and fo do I: 

1 for a Clarence wcepe,fo doth not ihe: 

T hefe habes for CUrerice weepe,and fo do I: 

I for an Edward weepe, and fo do they. 

Ah$,you three on me threefold diftreft, 

Proue all your teares,Iam your (brrowes nurfe. 

And I will pamperit with lamentations. Enter Glocfft 
67 .Madame h.»ue comforr.'all-uf vshaue caufe. rntbctbau 
To waile the dimming : bfour Alining ftarre: 

But none can cui e their harmes by wailing them. 
Madame my mother, I do trie you mercie, 

1 did not fee your Gtace,huinbiy on my knee 
Icraue) our bkfling. 

Dm, God blefie thee, and put rneekenes in thy mind, 
Loue,charitic,obedience,and true dutie . 

• Glo. Amen, and make me die a good oldc man. 

Thats the butt end of my mothers bkflinr 
I marucU why her Grace did lcaue if but? 

Buc\. You cloudy pnnccs.and hart forrowing peered 


Now cheare each othcr,:n each others loue: ^ 

Thou ih wee haue (pent our harueft for this King* 
We are to reape the harueft of hi s fonnC: 

The broken raqcpur of yoiir high fwolric hearts. 
But lately fplinted,knit ,and ioynde together, 

Muft greatly be prefefu’d,cheiifht,and kept. 

Me feemeth good that, with fome little traine, 
Forthwith from Ludjcvy tbe yongPrince be fetcht 
Hither to London, to be croivnd our King. 

Glo, Then be it fb,and go. we to determine, 

Who they fhall be that ftraight ihall poft to Ludlow: 
Madarae-andyou my mother, will you go. 

Tog iue your cenfurcs in this waightie bufinelle. ( 

Aaf, With all our hearts. Extant, man. G so. 
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of Richard the third . 

Back, My Lord,who cuer iourneyes to the Princej 
For Gods lake let not vs.two be behinde: 

For by the way lie fort occafion, 

As index to the ftori e we lately talkt of. 

To part the Queencs proude kindred from the King. 

* Glo. My other felfc,my counfels confiftonc, 

My Oracle, my Prophet,my dearc Cofen: 

1 like a child will go by thy direction: 

Towards Ludlow then, for we will not Itay behinde. 

Enter two Citizens. 

1 Cit. Neighbour well met, whither away fo faft? 

2 Cit. I promife you, I fcarcely know my fclfe. 

1 Heare you the, neyves abroad* 

2 I, that the King is dead. 

1 Bad newes birlady,fcldome comes the better, 

Ifeare,Ifeare,twillproueatroubkfomeworld. Enter ano- 

2 Cit, Good morrow neighbours. thermit. 

Doth this newes hold of good King Ed wards death? 

1 It doth. I Then marters look to fee a troublous world 

1 No, no, by Gods grace his fonne Ihall raigne. 

5 Wo to that land thats gouernd,by ^cbilde» 

2 In him there is a hope of gouernment. 

That in his nonage , counfell vnder him. 

And in his full and ripened y cares bimfelfe, 

No doubt Ihall then, and till then gouei ne well. 

1 So flood the ftate When Harry the fixt 
Was crownd at Paris, but at xi.moneths olde. 

3 Stood the ftate fo?no good my friend not fo, 

For then this land was famoufly enricht 

Wuh pollitike graue counfelhthen the King 
Had vertuous Vnckles to protefi his grace. 

2 So hath this, both by the father and mother. 

3 Better it were they all came by the father. 

Or by the father there were none at all: 

For emulation now, who fhall be near eft: 

Which touch vs all too neare.it God preuent not, 

O h full of danger is the Duke of Gloceftcr, 

And the Quecnes kindred hautie and proude. 
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